EXTREMES MEET

looked so stiff in its ready-made suit striding along the
lamplight of the narrow street toward the big boulevard.
The moon was not yet high enough to rule the city with
her silver.

Just as the party of four in the Grand Hotel du Monde
went down to dinner Queenie left the Pension and, hailing
a carnage, told the man to drive her to the address the
Englishman had impressed upon her. There was nobody
at Number Ten except Stavro, who invited her to come
in and wait until Mr Crowder returned from dinner.

" But it is Monsieur Waterlow that I must see," she
explained in agitation.

Stavro insisted firmly that the only way to see the
Capitaine would be to wait until Mr Crowder came
back 5 and Queenie, not knowing what else to do, agreed
to wait She found herself left alone in a small room in
which when the door was closed she could see nothing
except that pattern of the Tree of Life. She began to feel
frightened. Like a child her eye was easily wrought upon,
and these animals and birds innumerably repeated in the
mazes of that blood-red and powder-blue jungle wrought
upon her nerves. For a long time the silence was in-
tense 5 and then it was broken by a sound that was horribly
familiar, the sound of a knife being taken gently back-
ward and forward over leather, Zozo! That was the
way he used to sharpen his knives. In a fever of terror
she tried to find the door, and when suddenly she came
across the handle as she felt her way round the draperies
she thought it was his huge fist and screamed. The noise
brought Stavro to see what was the matter. He came in,
carrying a boot in one hand and a knife in the other.
She told him how a sound in the passage had frightened
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